door agsaln9 clothed In her still aura of quietness, while
old Bayard twitted her heavily on imaginary affairs
of the heart which furnished the sole theme of conver-
sation between them, shouting serenely at him in return.
Then she went ons surrounded by tranquillity like a
visible presence or an, odor or a sound*

As long as she was In sight the bookkeeper stood at
the window. His head was bent and his hand made a
series of neat? meaningless figures on the pad beneath
it. Then she went oa and passed from sight* He moved,
and In doing so he found that the pad had adhered to
his damp wrist, so that when lie moved his arm It came
alsoo Then its own weight freed it         it fell to the

floor*

After the bank closed that afternoon Seopes crossed
the square and entered a street and approached a
square frame building with a double veranda^ from
which the mournful cacophony of a cheap talking-
machine came upon the afternoon* He entered. The
music canie from the room to the right and as lie passed
the door he saw a man IB a collarless shirt sitting in a
chair with his sock feet OE another chair,* smoking a
pipe^ the evil reek of which followed him down the hall
The hall smelled of dampf harsh soap9 and the linoleum
carpet gleamed^ still wet He followed It and ap-
proached a sound of steady^ savage activity, and came
upon a woman in a shapeless gray garment^ who
ceased mopping and looked at him across her gray
shoulder, sweeping her lank hair from her brow with
a reddened forearm.

"Evenin% Miz Beard/9 Snopes said. "Virgil come
home yet?"

**He was through here a minute ago,5* she answered.
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